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retreat 


we bought our wideness greenery 
but brought our walls 
were sometimes more serene 
in shouting malls 


we have our apples phlox 
but our tv shouts war starvation 
neighbours rock saw radios 
cry separation 


minutes can cry 
an irritation can drown out 
wind's shishing sigh 
we quarrel about what 


goes where for peace 
is anywhere here now 
a core inside 
a dedication vow 


far from floods famines 
dictators and bombs and yet 
these touch us. We read 
and in our books eons of sweat 


pass in an hour 
here some hours stretch 


longer than centuries 
the sun grows wets 


us big trees cool us 
we've time to wonder gaze 
into the pool 
let our inner flocks graze 


calm our furies 
and our frantic spies 
listen to mist dripping 
and our inner cries 


love and death 


yearning called ‘love' 
crueller than death 
can suck us dry 


make unwanted humans 
sucking out life-greeneries 
too many mouths 


so birth meets death 
though love aware unasking 
grows wheat flowers 


unphased at death 
A lover's absence can be 
death of hope 


or two embracing 
know cessation thought-less 
disappear in orgasm 


where birth is sown. 
Some slip from life 
their sack of bone 


alive inside - 
renewed 


a person 


is choice his 
sensitivity willing 
his act 


his daydreams nightdreams 
movements even idle 
doodles hasty notes 


he picks his nose or waits 
in his dream of 
himself his broken 


diving boards dreams bonds 
goad new personae maybe a 
fiddle fishy port 


he is his choice of 
necktie mate his 
pimples snores 


Į meet you our centuries 
have led to here 
we're tension challenge 


we're all feeling 
where we touch or don't 
we grow a self 


our joy love 
something wondrous shared 
here now - awareness 


horizon 


our chattering horizon 
cuts our sea from sky 
mind rippling dancing surfaces with 
leaping waves bright diamonds 
and fast goal-aimed ships 


above our deep swift 
lusting currents fish hungry 
eating other fish sharp corals 
buried shipwrecks 
soft sand dunes 
our dark blood grottoes 


below our wide still endless 
sky still void behind its 
blue cloud wind 
hot heavy suns - gulls dipping insight 
in bright void 


we dance toss pause to wonder 
swirling hungry in our 
churning eddies as we chat type 
under our wide still 
watching calm 


puppetry 
x 


moved by what moves 
the rain the torn doll 
losing stuffing 
bog bites crickets 


by what moves 
the sun the burning 
licking waves 
our waving banners 


we're all dancing 
we all want 
we're all afraid tied 
with joy inside 


I know that I outlive 

these tossing waves 
growing my 
rudder radar 


to move myself 
not to hang on 


weekly movies 


these are our lives 
Marie Curie - her will - her love 
with lethal radium 
the virtuoso couple who with 
wondrous music win 
each other 
the girl with a guitar and voice 
from rags to riches 
the half-breed girl possessed by force 
on a huge ranch too far for anyone 
to know 


these are our lives 
those steamy southern scenes 
plumed showbiz girls 
like life but focussed fast 
directed dreams 


we are the mad cruel captain and 
rebelling crew 
the vain explorers and the natives 
shot enslaved 
our pictures scream and pass 


the fighting cowboys on the 
dry crisp plains 
the wild Greek woman loving hating 
fighting open, raw 
and all that junk 


we are all that 

but we don't know 
we watch our screens 
not our one screen 


calling it others 


embodied 


how embarrassing to meet 
my glasses gestures 
in snake shadows 
mirror rooms 


better to see others 
step back calm scrapping 
dogs not notice masks 
saying ‘cheese’ 
nor aging skins 


with ageless eye! 


conception 


lust is the gun 
that shoots the seed 
aimed best by love 
to find a nest 


warming the womb 
attracting stars 
to sound of smiles 

as red & squawking helpless he 


is hugged to form 
skills frills bangs bells 
forming his act 
by caring eye 


love too the call 
from higher womb 
dropping the bones 
pulling to realms 


where toys stay home 
but smiles stay 
and room house yard 
block stick hug stars 


beat to new tunes 
and love again 
prepares a nest 
for playing child 


lab animals 


animals in cages fur 
scraped off skin pustulent 
hole for an eye 
pant foam as toxins sear 
raw naked skin 
a tearless eye 


animals live too 
in huts and mansions 
envy loss screaming at the 
dirt or chandeliers 


making our illnesses 
which dance love spareness energy 
the inner fire 
would cure 


animals cry out for 
life snuffling and grass they 
don't know our 
mad discoveries 


only the moment when 

our eyes focus strangely 

and the knife or needle 
plunges turns 


egos 


big egos are so small 
grow by another's shrinking 
feed on his fear relief: ah 
he suffers too! 


big selves grow by 
growing others 
bigger at another's 
shine 


but taking's fragile 

walls crumble easily 
guns blows reverberate 
your shrinking shrinks me 


you're mirror echo 
bounce back arrows 
shine back smiles 
you grow me 


intertwined we find 
our own aimed motions in 
our one steep 
destiny 


mantra 


when old we won't be 
stiff or dim 
livened by fire 
of mantra-breath 


and we'll go on 

fleshless subtle 
toss off bones 

and memories 


the lazer eyes 
of seer friend 
enemy of sleep and 
buried grudges 


fire the mantra 
peel us down 
call us out 

to dance and star 


pull from the core 
our lost ones buried 
tap our freedom, 
spire 


waterfall 


from source to ground 
spray dew bouncing to source 
mighty pure the water 


flows to the 
stinking marsh takes on 
mud debris eels 


sun-power trapped 
in thick and restless loam 
of teeming life 


as we flow spirit carrying 
sun river bugs slime hugs 
to one final sea 


landscape after Wordsworth 


Wordsworth felt earth music: 

waterfalls mist streams 

soft rolling hills and rains 
trill-trail ecstacies 


not knowing Arctic wastes 
winds lashing desert droughts drownings 
at sea in quicksand stinking bogs 
or shattering earthquakes 


he felt beyond the brooding hills 
apresence Spirit 
still luminous hearing, 
holding all found nature 


message mood. 
But that same Spirit 
holds too where lava floods 
burn drown destroy 


pitiless denizens of 
occult caverns crushing its 
tender buds soft creatures, 

suck to dread vortexes 


our screaming kin 
cut wondrous firs kill 
swift lithe creatures in 

masks of nature 


healing menacing 
to draw us inward find 
within 
the lever's core 


turning 


the world turns around the sun 
like a beast roasted 
on a spit 


limbs intertwined reach 
unknowingly to a 
lost core before 


male-female locked in separate 
tongues and flats 
traffic hospitals 


while bullies boots 
guns wires and cries goon 
in the dark light 


we who can move iron 
destroy cities 
make huge armies skyscrapers 


silent with numb leaders 
without armies against 
rule by gun 


See the sun shining 
on our spring-clean hills 
our glad hearts' songs 


preen in dawn light 
an inner call sound image 
can free quicken us 


to vast timeless light 
pour its power into 
each gash and cranny 


heal each wound burn 
blandness to bright 
spring-green fever 


tapestry 


one sews a quilt 
one sweeps a street 
one cuts a brain 


one centre 
millions of dreams one end 
one minuet 


no grain grown without 
hungry mouths little without 
steel tracks trains tables 


the timeless spaceless weaving 
space-times each itch 
its own 


mosque under hot star 
a dolphin caught 
in plastic nets 


deep chalice curse 
all woven close 
in passions skins 


and final pause 
the bloodless source 
waiting in love 


*1-4 
after reading Yeats 


high solitary fierce 

she fought for Ireland 

and he loved her fire 

they shared one burning 
spire rebel girl & poet 
Though Ireland's free now 

they don't know 
they won 


Yeats loved the warrior 
swan-woman flashing eyes 
straight back against 
brute power 


why should love go 
if her loved grace was 
inner fire why flee 
to mountains stars? 


her other loves may lust 
and leave see what she holds 
as crumbling lost 
but his beloved pilgrim soul 
noble stern solitary 
not seen by eyes 
remains untouched 
by jazzy malls 


she holds his Ireland's 
ancient bards 
head high in her 
thin nervous hands 


not only Ireland 
global prisoners barred burned 
cry justice 


there here the fight 
was won here 
we mould ourselves around 
our gadgets bread 
but still tall wooden seaside 
houses haunted gaunt 
tell of black sea nights 
witch burnings sermons 
of real realms 


there runes charmed and magical 
illumined manuscripts the years 
on backless benches 


two spirits Celtic native 
forming brave 
rebellions 


America spur to oppression's 
global death 
Ireland secret realm of 
dreaming seas star-held 
attention 


here in this vast frozen land of malls 
long rails ads barns 
damp jungle biting summers 
we look outward from 
those secret gongs 
that Ireland also 
forged 


few hearing them 


Quebec our Ireland claiming 
ancient spires songs stone 
as though elsewhere were 
only surfaces blind malls 
we too burying our psychic beauty 


in loud ads and beer give our heritage 


to dripping politicians poems 
to trends 


England shatters us 
no more we howl 
over our two tongues and taxes 
snuff out our 
wellspring mysteries 
just like elsewhere 


and tap it new 
- new age - the source 
here elsewhere a 
divine star 
descends 


Ireland starved suffered 
executions torture 
there's no way to count minutes 
in a cell 
not like on my walks 
where the graveyard is ten minutes 
the field going to the mall 
another ten 


in a cell you cannot tell 5 
unless it's torture time 


or hunger 
always or never was there not Camelot 
a bulb on castles above wild seas and forests 
heroes graceful women in 
Ireland fought on the South pure linen faces 
won now has to face ardent sweet? 
its inner prisons and the North 
keeps on blind brutal and ours England's Ireland's 
the world still holds inner fortresses 
its crushing boots our ‘Celtic’ archetypes 
and guns deep matrix 
magic swords and 
holy grails 
on our coasts and there ours Germany's 
the sea licks laps nears goes the truly brave crushing 
on passive, yielding the dragon 
vibrant shores inside outside 
no boots fall on groins 
now the gulls no babbling markets but the same 
cry just the same the rocks hot stars blind thirst 
naked unperturbed for justice 
stand against spray Yeats' warrior maidens in their 
bleeding nations varying their 
on our wide flat plains armour scripts 
sculpted snow peaks 
with markets and bargains 
British Celt Chinese native Slav 
fed practical we 
could not hear the cries 
in Irish cells 
Yeats' prisoner dying wasted 6 
visited by one free custom and ceremony Yeats wished 
wandering gull for his daughter 


outward order from the 


living vision forms 
not dead 


here most old forms died - 
not all for we mature 
make new form embryos 
against loud lusts and squabbles 


Yeats' Order waits 
taps our still waters where 
flame falcons soar 


‘come dance with me...’ 
can I find footfire 
bird of tongue 
leave even causes 
just to dance? 


flame coolness leap 
in solid bungalows 

stirs rose-eye wings 
fire-form delight 


the steady flute 
or rocking waves 
just for itself yet heard - 
a song 


in this broad hot-cold land 
more surface but for 
native eons feather fin 


fish-cave moose-faery 
deep sea-green Ireland sings 
in some ancestral bones 


blood knowing caste 
hut turquoise sea green hill 
harp poverty burned homes 
burned humans in 
priest sacrifice know 
sword enchantments 


feet echoing on ancient 
stones the mists hills rolling 
the old songs mute under 
our tongues. Here Celts merge with 
their ancient enemies 
against new enmity 


so many origins tongues 
heritages ancient stone villages 
deserts tropics ice 
mosques teepees 


our Ireland watered dozing 
in factories and stores 
one more torn-off strand to fuse 

into new tongues & songs 

new race, which must 

form its own creed 

inner spire 
or die 


the women 


was it for Helen 
face on a flag 
or their tribal pride Helen 
a pawn? She wondered, sometimes 
pacing the parapets above 
the tented armies 
wishing them gone wishing, sometimes 
to return with them feel Menelaus 
strong against her flippant, 
artful paramour 


but Clytemnaestra struck 
her man-king down once more 
the matriarch 
unwrote new rule 


Leda and swan 
swift brute power beauty trapped 
a male world chaining 
woman power that made 
chiefs slaver shake 
gave men her portions 
hid her in veils 


and born into that 
some black-veiled Muslims 
take slavery as honour 
drink in male sermons even 
betray their kind 
while others fight 
wait suffer 


or here some loud successful 
coiffed suited holding 
companies and stock 


as distant women shout 
equality 


but gentler women work 
hug offspring laugh 
at spouses' jokes 
the fifteenth time 
or fight for caouses 
celibate 
knowing real victories 
arts care vocations as 
true inner selves emerge 
among new men 


second coming 


we do not know what form 
the light may take 
there are the 
sages earthquakes 
sudden healings wars 
uncovered warts and scars 
man's beast erupting from 
fine human skin as 
swift light dawns reveals 


only the seer knows 
the moment hidden forces 


blind rulers order plot 
programs armies bombs 


only the light knows 
hovering opening 
who wills to know 


a dancer straightens bends 
with knowing tendons in the 
power's descent 
sculpts curves her leap 
an architect holds 
beam and tower in 
quick sudden vision 


a meditator ceases dreaming 
open rapt, 
imbibing light 
suspension of parades 
and minutes pause 


light holds us 


in the chorusses 
of secret coming 
in human or non-human 
form or 
formless 


experts 


we give our heads to 
head doctors our bones to 
bone doctors our minds to 

teachers & mind doctors 


and must they are the centuries’ 
accumulations 
free probings shaking off and 
gathering but some 
gathered wrong 


passive trusting as they 
sniff snip probe weigh scold 
white coats labs instruments 

machines certificates 


our parts scattered 
as Osiris tries to gather 
eyes limbs brains to 
unity 


by subtle messages which tap 
pools of spine fire - 
our ancient power 


de-imaging 


‘heaven is the earth seen by the awakened imagination’, 


Northrop Frye 


the stilled mind imageless 
alone can find 
the street's vibrating 
ecstacies 


but there are other heavens 
real, though not 
the knowing pictures 
with body dropped 


the startled fir-tree 
holds us for a moment 
itself poised vibrant 
to attention, 


light-power hardened into 
earth shapes shaktic images 

to fire water soil 

hellish bored lewd or 


- not so caught so bound - 
heavenly still suspension 
shoppers ball catchers racing cars 
all pause in their 


oneness 
a small leaf quivers 

moving us to resonate to 

some secret, subtle realm 


homeland 


Québec's my home 
the PQ say 


to the same rock ads trends tv interviews 


as east as west as 
anywhere 
only in French 
the same polluted lakes 
chained, hunted animals 
and disappearing trees 


free rich enough 
to help hold nourish 
this debt-bonded land 
a global refuge 


that ancient battle 
redcoat injustice burns 

blood's memory 
and dreams of power 


I walk about suburban bungalows 
to the trimmed graveyard 
with its new names: Italian Slavic Arab 
among Lacroix and Ross 


meet neighbours using either tongue 
about dogs taxes weather 
and the shame of wars 
abroad 


they'll cry that nations 
are hearts' matter 
deeper than thought 
vibrations of our 


sapphire river buried bones 
and reborn souls deep currents: 
old farms sweating 
ancestors quilts guilt 


moved by blood's 
lurking ghosts rose windows 
storms' shipwrecks 


but reason knows 
arefuge wider bond 
all tribes all seas 

forming one song 


circles 
something dropped 
astone a jewel 
it makes circles 
which make limits form 
in the vast lake 


we drop words here there 
circles spread 
thrown from the core 


sun orbits forming 

planets limits 
from infinity 
older than old 


always fresh capering 

new games and sores 

a blind complexity 
unfurling endlessly until 


returning as 
the core tautens its spring 
pulls reins us in 
to calm 


I have to stop 


I have to stop 
meeting your eyes 
you died you left 
your skin - dust now 
your big bone bag 
is still there under that stone 
I suppose 


but our love grows 
new heart and fire 
drops its tentacles and tears 
we feel forever over the 
dust waiting to spring 
to new forms with 
old jokes shared northern rocks 


clean lakes shared courses quarrels 


eyes shining where we once 

fought cried on campusses 

over cold bad coffee and 
cheap cigarettes 


Even with you in your 
other world we find 
away but I 
can't meet your eyes 
with your cells off 
we need some deep landscape 
we can meet in - now we 
wander secretly in 
brief word gestures but I feel 
you knowing my 
knowing you 


reflection 


lake mirrors sky the 
lower and less sublte wise 
holding the high giving it 


earth life but never quite 
only reflection mind holding 
images of One 


each face stone animal 
our hands trailing on water 
as the boat speeds 


to departure love-captured couple 
insects itches suns 
each one that light 


darkened its gesture form 


Now the moon's inside 
the lake the sun and wind 
died 


When mind stirs 
it shatters the still image 
of the moon 


days 


each day the sun juts up 
red-dark weak, grounded 
newborn 


to gather height and sight 
climbing gathering 
to rosy childhood 


until tall towering able to 
light the earth and 
hold it mightily and then 


sinks to wide mellowness 
and into dotage falls. 
It took so long to learn 


it does not grow rise fall 
it's we who move who 
cloud approach shy from 


the sun 
It's not the moon which 
rushes through the clouds 


I am not born 
I do not die 


the heron 
blowing 


tall slim poised he 


knows tiny prey movements 
waits 


aimless leaves blown by 
invisible winds don't see 
who's blowing 


around him squeakings 
bitings hurryings 
gulping frog mouths 


children programmed into 
climbing hide and seek 
dogs into slavering 


he's still then 
for bones quick as lightning 
pierces grasps 
clear sky, 
aveil blind streetlamps 
holding sun 


hunger made him 
still-swift watchful 


taught him one loose move, 
the programmed stars 


all held by 


unnoticed sign and 
One 


prey flee like glimpses 
of Reality 


light 


light shines off flowers 
and lizards revealing them 
the same light which 
formed them 
out of moisture dust 
itself 


formed our complex 
cells we groping on low ground 
to form ideas look upward find 
sky has no ceiling is not 
blue nor cloud 


suns burst from us 
that void male and female from 
male-female 
pulsations sleepy 
greeneries star dust 


ur plasma light and darkness 
prodding us to figure climb 
finally explode into 
stars lizards flowers - 
light 


held 


life's bright varied riches 
hold me hard 
i gather bargains 
strife and scars 


a quarrel new solarium 
old clothes and letters 
clung to - phonecalls 
sunny beaches 
though I'd tap 


oneness inner stars 
with stillness am closer 
to another 
than thought knows even 
in messy malls masked among 
masked strangers all 
knowing me inside 


choosing goods words actions among 


ancient shadows smiles or 
insults twisting 
the timeless heart 


liberty 


we question suffering 
God's not a tyrant 
a sage said He leaves the world 
for us to run to sharpen form 
our souls on 


when things get out 
of hand a teacher comes 
even to Hollywood jails me 
knows unfurling karma 
and the pain and how 


we dance on coals 
The pure see know as he takes in 
our stars toads giving 
concentration goading need 
to tap our power 


mates 


most animals 
mate here and there 
any mate fits 


don't ask questions or for 
taste in clothes or special curves 
just for shared rent 


but you and I must both 
like Bach wear matching colours 
not snore repeat 


opinions tales 
like Plato's pure Ideas love 
takes on particulars 


one likes his bed tucked in 
the other loose 


and when (s)he dies we howl 
in total loss 


raw half-less where 
no robin cares. 
With every gain 


a loss the sage said 
with every loss 
again what coyote breeds 


his love in absence? 
We need 
the void for spirit's 


entering to touch our images 
to fire and form 
an inner place 


and then ask one to share 
our waiting quest 
our unseen vista 


seeking first unity. 
Widows weave ancient dreams 
in fire in prayer 


brother 


black man white man 
black-white-brown inside 
confront two heads dangling from 
one inner sun 


Kurds Iraqis Irish acting out 

collective curses 
mixed grey brown with flashes of 
white black 


brave kindness and demonic 
slaughter mirror images of 
kindness guilt 
in peace 


war means no kindness 
to an enemy 
his face blocked out 
‘brother' is our side learned rôles 
parades shared lands 


but eyes of enemies reflect 
our ur-core unity 
one primal memory one 
inner creature 
sea 


given 


old stiff animals don't envy 
bounding cubs they lie 
dozing nature 
lives them 
only we reject 
aging the given 


dream of acottage blonde 

not here creating distance 
saying ours 

not ours or save the tree 

not seen 


making steel-neon-plastic 


universes scarring killing and then 


dreaming greens 
which sprout and preen so 
easily 


to the abandoned will 


how cold the eye 


of Bliss feels doesn't He care 
a saint burned burial alive 
a cancer? 


Love's care and karma 
secret smile 
hidden 


saints filter keep out demons 
from their lairs 
in endless play 


send thin strong cords for us 
- sensing inner Edens 
a shining heart - to hold to 


in biting marshes 
seeking the soft bright 


inner rain to wash 


the cries and bites 


the jury 


in the film just one man 
against eleven 
just one just. 
He won. 


sometimes he loses 
outwardly not within 
He is the cowboy 
facing gunman bullies 
who had set 
the whole herd galloping 


Jeanne d'Arc 
was one 
you I are too 
inside outwardly limp maybe 
in cloudy comfort worlds 
until a cause 
goads 


but not seeking 
causes letting the will 
doze 


death stalks 


death stalks the earth 
heaps of plastic litter fallout 
clutching warm pulsating flesh 
and quivering grass 


the endless fishnets 
strangling dolphins fish sea lions seals 
great trees felled starved 
beasts and humans furrowing 
in sproutless sand 
for food 


bombs growing held 
the billions growing guns clutched 
the lovers lying 
intertwined holding more seed 


we die of plenitude 
spurred by the pope 
but one small yard holds 
privacy space food seeds dreams 


a world of greenery 
one yard for 
everyone this tree 
bending heavy dark to our great 
thirsting 


I Gulliver 


not I but me this body 
Gulliver mid-size 
huge to a flea 
small to a pilot 
made of quick unseeable 
pulsations 


joined to loud secret worlds 
of veins and dreams 
jerking to anger love by 
unseen cords 
less than a speck of dust 
among the suns 


i Gulliver keep to my 
mid-size too small to see 
from space but holding 
billions of micro lives 

in cells and blood 


forming my fantasies mate house 


to size 


in time my choice of cheese 


enormous endless nows 
the days so long 
my tiny span soon 
flickered out 


new children in this house won't ever 


know of me 


my history books devour 


centuries in seconds 
but how long my minutes 
holding all the cosmos in my 
blood and dreams 


and when I ask Who 
am I? I receive 
no measurements 
no size no span 
only who's 
asking 


